that he has never lived in such a magnificent hotel as
this. Sometimes, his visitors say, his eyes sadden briefly,
but only for MI instant. Otherwise he radiates happiness
and contentment. I heard about him a few days after
Wanda's funeral, in September of 1947, and 1 found
myself envying him. Today, as I write these lines
(November */, HH?K 1 envy him again - or still.

O

The subsequent conversations took place in silence,
but always next to the coli'ee kitchen, her grave-marker.

The feeling gut u grip on me that I was closest to her
there, beside this monument to her helpfulness and her
motherly solicitude  beside this monument, which may
strike others as sentimental to the point of ludienmsncss*
I kncu this corner oi' the closet had served not merely
for colFee making but for secret whisperings with my
wife anil  friends in  order  to spare my  nerves;   bad
notices. Impish ami otherwise, that must be kepi from
me, or pet haps destroyed; orders my doctor gave to her
for me after she asked him not to tell me things direct,
but to let her filter them to me gradually, like a member
of the family who dre.uls to upset the hypochondriac
old man, Here I am very dust* to her, in that corner,
containing along with her kitchen, trunks packed and
kept in order by her (those most characteristic appur*
tcnaees of a nomadic ItfeU ;ind also clothes, shoes, card-
hoard hoves jammed with manuscripts  here 1 am closest
to hen Here: among the many secretly sewed buttons
and shots sum*ptttiuu*iy shined over my protest, close
